BLOODY    HOMESTEAD
Hugh O'Donnell, chairman of the strikers' Advisory
Committee, received a telegram of warning.
The barges passed Lock No. 1* three miles below
Homestead, in the first faint glimmer of approaching
dawn. The water was still shrouded in darkness. The
great Carrie Furnaces, across the river, glowed dimly
through the murk.
Suddenly there came shriek after shriek from a siren
at Homestead.
At the same time small boats popped up from no-
where. Their occupants hurled stones and bricks and
fired desultory and ineffective revolver shots at the
barges.
Along the main streets of Homestead men ran to-
ward the river. Some were armed with rifles and shot-
guns. Others plucked staves from garden fences. Cat-
calling and yelling, the crowd kept pace with the barges.
The pursuers crashed through the fence surrounding
the plant and were a thousand strong when the Little
Bill arrived at the dock near the pumping station.
The first barge put out a landing stage and Captain
Heinde of the Pinkertons prepared to lead his men
ashore. A young workman, his face distorted with emo-
tion, threw himself flat upon the gang-plank, shouting:
"You will cross over my dead body!"
From the crowd a revolver cracked. The Pinkerton
leader fell with a shattered hip. At once his men opened
fire, wounding one and killing two strikers.
That unleashed hell. The workmen went wild* Re-
treating behind barricades of steel beams and piles of
pig iron, they began guerrilla warfare. It lasted all day.
Soon the place was an inferno. Urged on by their
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